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muslin gown, the body of which was loose and
floating, drawn in at the waist by a pink sash.
The ruche round her neck looked like the collar of
wings enclosing the face of an angel. Monsieur
Bergeret recognized Madame de Gromance, whom
he had more than once met, to his secret agita-
tion, in the dull monotony of provincial streets.
He saw that she was accompanied by a very
smart young man, whose attitude was altogether
too correct for him to appear anything but
bored.

He stopped at the table next to that occupied
by Monsieur Bergeret and his friend, when Madame
de Gromance happened to glance round and see
Monsieur Bergeret. An expression of displeasure
came over her face, and she led her companion to
the remotest corner of the lawn, where they sat
down under the shade of a large tree. The sight
of Madame de Gromance filled Monsieur Bergeret
with that bitter-sweet feeling of which a pleasure-
loving soul is conscious at the sight of the beauty
of living forms.

He asked the head waiter whether he knew the
lady and gentleman.

<CI know them in a kind of way/' replied the
waiter. " They often come here, but I don't know
their names. We see so many people! On
Saturday the place was crowded. There were